JOY : It was so kind of you to come round,
PERCY : Well, I don't live far away, you know.
JOY : Still, there must be heaps of more amusing
ways of spending an afternoon.
PERCY : Not for me, I assure you. You see, the
office is closed on Saturday.
WILLIE : In fact, you didn't know what in the
world to do with yourself.
PERCY (reflectively) : No, I suppose not.
JANE : Willie, you're not to tease.
WILLIE : I, my dear ? I shouldn't dare. Oh,
Jenny, I've got to make a confession.
JANE : What is it ?

WILLIE : I won't be able to take you and your
mother to the horse-show after all.
JANE : Oh, Willie !

WILLIE : I'm devilish sorry, but I've got to leave
London, and probably won't be back. I forgot
all about it.

JANE : But must you leave London ?
WILLIE : I can't get out of it. You seea it's busi-
ness.

JANE :  But you haven't any business.
WILLIE (hurt) : Jane, please.
JANE : Well, you don't call a quarter of a horse
business ?

WILLIE :   I sincerely trust it will be very good
business.    I've got to see about entering him
for a race, and it will be too late if I leave it.
JANE : Why can't Georgie Greenaway do it ?
WILLIE :   Georgie's ill, and Arthur's quite in-
capable.
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